LDIER'S CHILD. 


A mother sat by her open door, ° 
Threading her needle fine ; 
‘And her little boy played on the cottage-floor, 
A baby of eight or nine ; ’ 
But the cheek of the mother was white, good lack, 
Though the dress she wore was of mournful black. 


Afar, in the village, a sound was heard, 
Cheering and gay, on the air ; 
The mother she listened.. and spoke no word : 
But heavily leaned on her chair. . 
Till her little boy shouted ; Oh, hark! they come 
Mother ! dear mother! I hear the drum ! 


Beside her feet the cambric lies, 
Needle and thread both fall ; 
And the light goes out of that mother’s eyes, 
As she hears her baby call : 
Oh! they’re coming, mother! I hear the drum ! 
Mother ! dear mother ! will father come ? 


The soldiers pass by the open door, 
Rattles the drum so wild.. 
-And the mother kneels-on her-cottage-floor, 
Clasping her orphan child.. 
But her lips and her heart must both be dumb : 
For- she knows that the father will never come ! 
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